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XIV
He heard them not, or heard them but with scorn.
He fled unto the forest, all alone;
There, couchant 'midst the flowers and grass unshorn,
He framed that lay of rare and wondrous tone,
Which even now upon our lips is home,
Which men of every tongue have made their own;
That lay which true and tearful passion hath,              in
That lay which tells of dire Achilles' wrath.
XV
It grew upon his fancy day by day,
As love upon a fervid spiiit grows;
Kven when he slept, the music rang alway,
And conjured pictures to his blank repose.
The darkness was an echo of the day,
Wherein some dream new visions did disclose ;
He woke in kindled hope, and strove to write
In words the speechless magic of the night.                 120
XVI
It was to him a bright and holy thing,
His own creation ever in his eyes;
A spell that from its deep and secret spring
Called up his strange and wondrous energies.
The heavens alone behold him sit and sing
How Ajax combats, and how Hector dies!
And every chant by love or passion rung,
Seems like a murmur from a Dryad's tongue.
XVII
The heavens beheld him, and the earth was still.
There was no calling voice or whisper'd word           130
Murmured, save where, far up the wooded hill,
Trilled the low twitter of some plaining bird,
Or where within the vale, the screened rill
Spoke out, at times by swooning fits unheard;
Untred by- foot, unknown by other face,
Was this most beautiful and lonely place.
XVIII
And even as a limner's easy hand
Portrays upon the white and formless page,
A haunted scene within some faery land,
Or youthful form that never smiled at age;             140
So did his rich and strong creations stand
Thought-raised, and mingled on that silent stage,
Until the very wilderness had life,
And seem'd to blaze with arms, and ring with strife.